THE VICTORIANS  AND  AFTER
multitudinous and immediate as those of Peter Breughel, and as strange as those of Hieronymus Bosch The French Revolution is a superb phantasmagoria the Abbot in Past and Present an eternally great imaginary portrait What they are meant to convey need no longer matter And there are, it is true, certain qualities in the prose which make for the effects, the vigour in the soil which made the brambles into such scratchy hedges also made the corn sprout luxuriantly
And if he was wrong-headed and perverse in a dozen ways, in one respect, in his greatest hatred and contempt, he was right He loathed Mammon and his works with all his heart He hated orthodox economics, "the dismal science" with its "inexorable laws", its laisser faire> its reduction of men to hopeless slavery He could not analyse what the horror and the blasphemy were due to, and laid the charge to the door of democracy ("physical-force Chartism" seems to have inspired him with a terror which never left him), but he knew in his deepest part that the whole thing was fundamentally wrong And it was in this realm that Ruskin became his disciple, a disciple who surpassed him in clearheadedness, and had a far more balanced sense of values Ruskin never believed, as Garlyle did, that the only happiness lay in nerve-racking, back-breaking toil He was far too sensible to accept the view that work was the sole aim of man's existence on earth some time at least should be given to the contemplation of God's handiwork, and the enjoyment of beautiful things He hated industrialism at least as much for creating the Black Country as for starving people by the operation of "over-production". If Carlyle cursed bishops for discussing prevenzent grace while three thousand sempstresses were being sweated into starvation, Ruskin saw that there might be some point in discussing prevement grace, though he would not waste his own time in doing so His earlier works were devoted to art, to the attempt to make people see things He went forth bravely to attack the dull clods who mocked at Turner or the pre-Raphaehce painters (for which we must forgive the ciassness of his attack on Whistler), and if nobody now pays much attention to his art criticism, and still less to his goody-goody effusions, his
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